You know the depths of air,
You know the times of year,
To you all paths are clear

And heights of heaven,
The fens and broken bays
Where never an hunter strays;
All cold inhuman ways

To you are even.

And all those mirrors known
That turn the mountains down:
Your flight a moment shown

In gloaming deeper
Than those high tranquil tides
Through which your courage rides
When some straight purpose guides

Its winged keeper.

There's blue beyond the peak
Of Patrick's frozen Reek,
Oh take on breast and beak

The night's dark onset.
Washed in the mauve twilight
O'er some far western bight,
Where islands rest in light

Long after sunset!

Islands that gleam and float
Untouched by voyaging boat,
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